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ASHTABULA,

THE POET AND HIS SONGS.

As the bird entne In the spring,
,We know nor Imtn where;

An tlm stnrs cwmo At evening
from depth uf the air;

A the rntn enmes from' the Plonrt,
And the brook from the ground;

A suddenly, low or loud,
Out of iloiioe a sound;

An the grape whim to the Tine.
The ft uit to the tree;

An tin' wlnil rnmM to the pine,
Aadthe title to the sen;

As come tlin white snflsof shtpg
O'er the ocean's verge;

As comes the smile to the Hps,
The foam to the surge;

Bo eome to the poet his sengs,
All hlthersara blown

From the nil-e- land that belong
To the vast Cnknown. ,

Iltn, and not hi, are the lays
lie rIiik; ana their fame

In his, anil not his; find the praise
And the pride of a name.

pursne him by day, g
Anil hunt him hy ntKht,

Anil he listens, and needs must obey,
When the Antrel says: "Write!"

Jfrnrg W. Limnfrllom, in Atlantic Monthly.

HER WEDDING DRESS.

"Stitch, stitch, stitch, band and gus-
set and seam! But what in the world
shall I do for a wedding-dres- s P" cried
Laura, suddenly, looking up from her
sewing with a face of amused trouble at
the other two.

Aunt Desire raised her eyes from her
needle. " Be thankful enough for your
weddin', child," she said, solemnly.
"I'veknown girls as" but here a glance
of appeal from two soft eyes opposite
sent her back to her tucks with her sen-
tence unfinished.

''Thankful for my wedding, indeed I"
saucily returned unobservant Laura.
"Not I! I leave the thankfulness to
Arthur altogether, Aunt Desire."

" The lightheadedness of young girls
nowadays is amazin'," sighed Aunt De-

sire. " 'Twan't so in my time. Well,
well, Laury, maybe when you're settled
and got ayoungfara'ly 'round you "

Laura made up her ruflling into a ball,
and, throwing it at Aunt Desire, beat
precipitate retreat. Margaret followed
her out.

' Come to my room, dear," she said.
"I want to show you something."

Upstairs in her chamber Margaret led
the way to a tall old cabinet-burea- and
taking out a key from her bosom, un-
locked the deep drawer. On her knees
there, her lips moving,' Bhe looked,
Laura thought, almost as if she were
praying.

Out of the cavernous recesses of
drawer she took a flat, square

package, wrapped in folds of yellowish
paper. From this dull envelope, like
butterfly from its chrysalis, came a flutter
of white that made a kind of moonlight
glimmer in the warm daylight of the
window, as the folds of shining, undu-
lating silk slipped over her arm. Laura
gave a little scream of admiration.

" I never saw any thing so perfectly
lovely, never! Why, Cynthia Wilson's
was a cotton rag to it. You never got
that here?" she checked herself, and
looked doubtfully at Margaret, whose
fingers were stroking it softly, with
something of that reverent tenderness
with which one touches a garment
the dear dead.

"No," she answered, absently, "it
came irom tar, tar away." sue looked
up, and met her sister's eyes, when the
past yielded to the present. "You
know, Laura," she said, quietly, "I was
to have been married once, at just about
your age, too. lie was a sailor, he was
drowned."

Laura olasped her hands on her sis
ter s shoulder, and the tears came into
her eyes. She wondered at Margaret's
calmness. To the quick girlish heart
on the eve of a marriage-day- , this
trouble seemed utterly impossible to
uvea througn.

"The last time he came home," con
tinued Margaret, after awhile, "he
brought me this. I shall never need
now, you know," she half smiled, "and
vou do "

"What!" interrupted Laura, "rob
you of the last thing ho ever gave you,
your own wedding-dress- , tool Why,
would rather stand up to be married
white cotton at ninepence a yard," she
ended, after her own fashion finishing
with a smile what she had begun with
sign.

" You need not feel like that about
dear," said Margaret, fondly. "It
wfeat I have meant all along, so it will
give me no pain to see yon wear it.
only wish you may be as happy in it
l once nopod to ne."

" I wish I might be half as good!"
cried Laura, the tears in her impulsive
eyes again. But they were not from
very deep spring, llolore long this

treasure, so opportunely sent, as
seemed, from over the seas to her, had
become more a part of her own y

than of her sister's, who, she thought.
could not now care so very much,
course, or she would not have parted
with it. Nor were Aunt Desire's an-

swers calculated to set
right, for the romance in Aunt Desire's
nature was hidden under a most

semblance, and she could
have talked sentiment to save her life.
So it was in the most matter-of-fa- way
that she related the- story, of which
Laura's thoughtless eirlhood had only
the vaguest outlines, of the life of patient
toil that went down suddenly without
parting word to love and hope, half
uozun yeurs ueiore.

"Oh, poor Margaret!" oried Laura,
' and just before her wedding-day- , too

What aid she do?"
"Do!" sniffed Aunt Desire, "why,

lust that, kept doin'. right along. She's
found work enough to her hand, as folks
mostly do if they'll only take notice,
Why, where'd you hev ben yourself.
ctiiiu, et it hadn't nen tor ner bnngin
upr a peeked little cretur 1 never
thought to be makin' her weddin
things fori And now you're your sister
right over again on the outside, at
rale."

" Now. if you're going to be impolite.
Aunt Desire," cried Laura, risfng
a flushed face at the sound of a footstep
outside, " I shall go and complain
Arthur."

" And of course he'll take your part.
right or wrong now," said Aunt
alre, expressing, in one comprehensive
sniff, some scorn and considerable

So she went on with her felling,
while the lovers walked up and down
outside, till it grew too dark even
plain seams,' and Margaret came down
to call Laura from the fragrant dusk
the porch, whore the night air was
ting heavy ana aamp.

Margaret and Ijiura Brooks were
in straitened circumstancos.

They had not always been poor,
their father had been a well-to-d- o farm-
er, whose crops and cattle had brought
him in a good income. But a series

misfortunes culminated In hts death,
when It was found that mismanagement
and a loose business method hail so

the comfortable property, that I
so far from there being any thing laid
by for a rainy day, the most of the es-
tate had to be sold to satisfy the credi-
tors. Margaret was thus litftwllb. the
house and a little piece of land where-
with to support herself and the yonng
sister left in her charge. Nobody but
Margaret ever could Juts managed it,
said Aunt Desire Aunt Desire, who
knew all about the little household and
its ways and means, and who had, in
foot, been prime minister of that sover-
eign whom she delighted to honor, for
near half a score of years. For it was
when Margaret was left a motherless
girl of fourteen that Desire Mallory had
entered the Brooks family, to supple-
ment with her experience the cares and
Pains of its slender young housekeeper,

that time she had remained
through all the years and vicissitudes
that followed, more loved and trusted
constantly, till she had become rather
the companion than the servant, in fact
Just "Aunt Desire," as she was always
called. When Farmer Brooks died,
Aunt uesire absolutely refused to go
with the other "help," so that Margaret
was rorcea, wnetner or not, to lorm a
partnership for carrying on the littlo
plane, in which Aunt Desire was the Co.
Ana a very emcient partner she proved.
as a thoroughly capable Yankee woman.
wno understood .almost every sort of
work, from the labors of the garden and
dairy to the cares of the house and the
mysteries ot the needle. ho that be
tween them they evolved a considerable
uegree of comfort from vory small ma.
tennis, and the four or five years suc-
ceeding the death of Mr. Brooks were
happy ones in spite of bereavement and
struggle.

At nineteen came the great trial of
Margaret's young womanhood. Her
sailor lover, as brave and honest a fel
low as ever sailed blue water, went
down on his last voyage, ship and crew
and Captain lost, and never heard of
more. Nothing was left to toll the tale
but some wave-beate- n fragments picked
up by another vessel on a y

tropic shore, and recognized as belong-
ing to the unfortunate Petrel. It was
then, above all, when the tidings reached
the little New England town where the
promised wife of the wrecked sailor sat
happy over her work, waiting for the
ship that never would oome back, that
Aunt Desire proved her right to the title
of friend accorded her. No one but
Margaret ever would know what depths
of sympathy and thoughtful tenderness
Iny hiuilon beneath that commonplace
seeming, as none but Aunt Desire would
ever know in what bitter need of such
ministrations Margaret stood. Reserved
and quiet, she went through her consci
entious round of daily duties, betraying
to the ordinary eye but little of the suf-
fering which tortured her life, until
months of patient struggle hod lived it
down. She put self aside, and taking
another affection into the vacant place

a in her heart, devoted herself entirely to
ner tittle sister, i he child was delicate
and capricious, and needed a guidance
no less strong than loving. Such she
had found in Margaret, under whose al
most maternal care she had thriven, un
til now at eighteen she was, as her Aunt
Desire had said, the very picture of her
sister at the same age. But Laura's
eirlhood was to have a happier fate thaa
Margaret's, for she was soon to be mar
ried to one whom she loved, a man in
every respect an excellent match for
her. To prepare suitably for this mar-
riage, which in a worldly point was
above wnat Lsiura's prospects would
warrant, Margaret with a natural feel-
ing was straining her small resources to
their utmost. And now, as a crowning
sacrifice, she had given the girl her own
weading-dres- tne rooetnat was to nave
been the sign of such happiness and
hopes fulfilled, that had been, instead,
the token of so many pains and disap
pointments ana sorrows bravely borne
And Laura took it with a tear that end
ed in a smile, not realising, in her yet
untroubled heart, all the strong pathos
of the story that lay wrapped in those
shining tolas.

The next day after the gift witnessed
the cutting off the breaths ol the wed'
diner-dres- s opportunely to light.
.

so. i - come
. . .

it Aunt uesire tairiy groaned as tne scis
sors ran througn the soften foios,
whether for Bad associations or because
of the sin of cutting up such costly ma
tonal was not plain. Laura's eyes

I sparkled, as one by one the rich length!
in rustled down on the sheet spread out

for the purpose. ' Naturally it was a
great occasion to her. She would

a scaroely let any one else touch the dress,
and vowed that she would set every

it, stitch in it with her own hand, which
is she was able to do, since, thanks to her

sister's careful teaching, she was an
adept in the intricacies of needlework.

as "iNow go away, Aunt uesire," sne
said with laughing impatience, when
the last breadth had fallen on the white
glittering heap, "take yourself off,

a please, and leave ail this iinery 10 me,
The idea that any body can't manage

it her own wedding-dress- ! Why, it comes
by nature."

" That's the way girl's think a'most
always," answered Aunt Desire, re-

provingly.of "Any thing they've set
their hearts on must come by natnr'.
they make sure, but they don't always
get the desire of their hearts. And
'pears to me you're over
Laury. considerin' all things. When

not you remember whose weddin'-ares- s

this was to nave been, 1 thing you ougm
to receive it in fear and soberness

" And I think," rejoined Laura with
a pout of vexation, " that you needn
take me up like that, just because

a don't wear a long face over my own
a wedding-dress- . Margaret never meant

it so, 1 Know, anu certainly sne s me
one to mind, if any body."

! " Well, I s'pose you're right, child,
said Aunt Desire, with a sigh. " We've
got our different ways of viewin' things,
and one of us hain't no call to judge
another. Only there's a time for all
thing's, as the scriptur' says, and I don
want you to forget other folks's mournin
in your own roioicin'."

"Well, I don't mean to," answered
Laura. " Of course 1 know as well
you do that it was lovely of Margaret to

any give me her own wedding-dres- It is
just like Margaret. But it isn't like her
to want me to spoil her beautiful gift by
crying my eyes out over it, so I shall
show my gratitude by making it look

to just as nice as ever I oan. So now go
away. Aunt Desire, and make that visit
to old Mrs. Wilkins you've been talking

De- - about all day. Margaret has the jelly
ready, I know, for I tasted of it an hour
ago on the pantry shelf."

"Well, well, 1 don't know as I can
do any better," assented Aunt Desire,

for and with a parting caution to Laura
concerning the wedding-dres- she went

of off on hor visit of charity to a sick
get neighbor..

Left alone, Laura began matching the
breadths and running them together.
But presently a step was heard in the

for porch, and Arthur Dayton came in.
Laura gave a little scream at sight of
him, but he advanced nevertheless, full

of of embarrassing curiosity about " all

those mllwi of white silk." Then he
very Improperly wanted to hold the
scissors and thread the needle, till finally

aura, to get rid of what she called his
Impertinent questions, "sent him hack

again with a book to the porch. After
which she settled to the work In hand.

It was a warm, languid afternoon,
still with a silence mails up of those
many little summnr sounds with which
earth and air are instinct, and which
seem to blend into the drowsiest still-
ness of all. The nutter of a bird among
the leaves, the buzz of a bee in a blos-
som, the drone of a locust in the grass,
came in an Irregular mingled murmur
to ner ear. .through It all she could
hear the rustle of Arthur's book as he
ttirnod a leaf, and more distantly, the
tinkle of notes from the room where
Margaret was running throngh some
melody on the old piano. Laura listened
with a sort of of
thought of her own, as the sounds stole
In ana out 7

For thee I pine and sigh, Atteen ArooA.
" How can people live and wait on so,

I wonder? Dear me, how quickly Ar- -

taur uas rrsu uim lust pager isorv,
that is a humming-bir- in the noney
suckle, The bura pro-
longed itself, and seemed to come from
the needle in her hand, which grew into
a long, slender bill darting in and out of
the silken folds, her beau bent lower,
the hum crept up into her brain and
Laura was asleep

Not for the space of forty wlnss, how
ever, lor when she wokt witn a start
Ailten Aroon was still on the air, and
outside was the rustle of Arthur's book.
Arthurf But who then was this that
held her close, his breath on her cheek,
his voice in her earP Not Arthur,
surely, for at the scream Laura gave,
Arthur came witn one bound in through
the porch window. Another step
brought him to the intruder, but the lat-
ter, a tall, powerful man, caught and
held him in a vise-lik- e grasp, though
wunuuL ouurinir nun any injury.

"tjome, sheer off, messmate," ne
said with a frank smile, "when a man
comes to see his sweetheart after six
years out of a Christian country, you
needn't jump at him like a tiger out ot
a jungle."

" But we will look for your sweetheart
presently," answered Arthur, humoring
what ne supposed the man's crazy lan- -
cy. "Ibis is iy sweetheart, youknow."

" Tour sweetheart!" repeated the in.
trader, dropping his hold and facing

hat, my own girl false to
me after all these years P Didn't I find
her making her wedding-dres- s, that I
brought her home so long ago? Ah,
my lass, we little thought, when we
Kissed good-oy- ,, that it was lor so long!
And did a dream tell you I was coming,
after all. Margaret P"

"Margaret!" oned Laura, with a lit
tle scream, as he caught hor hand again

" w ny, Arthur, it is lie says Mar
garet!"

" What is it, Laura r JJid you can
me?" said Margaret, opening the door
upon her name. " Arthur, is any thing
the matter?" she continued, seeing the
third figure, and the signs of excitement
upon all.

1 he stranger turned around and laced
her fully. She gave one start, then
stood, dead-whit- e, but without a word
looking at him So they staid for what.

Uto the two watching them, seemed a
long time motionless and si
gazing straight into one another's eves
Then the newcomer, with one glance
around at Laura, said, " I don't know
who vou are. but this is mv Margaret.'
and, putting his hand on her arm, led
her through the door into the next room,
leaving Laura and Arthur with the
closed door between.

Oh, Arthur." rasped Laura, " isn't
it just like a novel? to come back after
all these years I

"But what is it all about?" asked
Arthur, a little impatient of the myS'
tery.

" Oh, don't you knowP why.it is Mar-
garet's sailor-love- r, that was drowned,"
answered Laura, simply. Arthur
laughed.

" Don't talk nonsense, child," he
said, with fond superiority. "Is it a
common thing in your experience for
drowned men to come back again?"

"No, ana that's what makes tne
wonder of it," replied Laura. Arthur
laughed again, and raised his eyebrows

" 1 did not know that Margaret had a
story," he said presently. " sue is so
quiet, so so altogether unsensationa),
that I never should have thought of
romance and ber together. She is too
nice for the regulation novel heroine,"
he concluded, with a smile.

" She is the dearest and best girl in
the world!" said Laura, warmly,
" When she she was so kind to me,
yesterday," she went on with a blush
and a falter, " she wished I might be as
happy as she had hoped to be, and 1

told her I wished I might be half 1

good. And I do, Arthur, and I mean to
try," she concluded, clasping her hands
on bis arm, ana looking earnestly up in
his lace.

"It was not a bad wish, my darling,'1
answered Arthur, stooping and kissing
her. " Margaret is one of those women
who know how to make homes and keep
men in them. I am sure I shall be bet
ter all my life for having known her

This was much for Arthur Dayton to
say, for he was not given to warm praise,
nor, indeed, to enthusiasm of any kind.
But it was true that he had strongly felt
the influence of Margaret's character,
the firm yet gentle nature, the lovely,

disposition, the sweet and
cheerful piety that made the house in
which Margaret dwelt the abode of
peace and happiness. That Laura
might grow in these respects as like her
sister as she already was in person had
been Arthur's steady bope, for be be-

lieved them to be the surest foundation
of home in the bo9t sense of the word.

While they stood together thus, the
doer from the outer passage was opened,
and Aunt Desire came in, just returned
from the sick neighbor. ,

" Oh, Aunt Desire," Laura exclaimed,
"such a thing has happened you never
would guess? Margaret's sailor has
come back!"

"Land alive, child!" cried Aunt De-

sire, dropping into a chair. " Harry
Paysonr why, be was drowned six years
ago!"

" Yes, I know," assented Laura, " but
he has just come back, and "

" Has the child seen a ghost?" half
whispered Aunt Desire to herself.

" A ghost ! " laughed Laura. " Why,
Arthur saw him as well as I. A pretty
substantial ghost! He rushed in here,
and declared I was his sweetheart.
got such a fright, I thought he was
crazy."

" He took you for your sister," said
Aunt Desire, nodding her head. " And
there you were sewing on your

the very same he"
"Hush, do, Aunt Desire !" said Laura

quickly, getting very red in the face, as
she glanced at Arthur, whose eyes wore
beginning to open, and his mouth to
form iuto a whistle, as he regarded the
white heap on the floor. " Arthur,
you won't behave properly I shall leave
the room now I declare," Bhe pouted.

. " Well, the ways of Proviuenoe are
wonderful, and past findin' out," ejac

ulated Aunt Desire, as she rose from her
chair, adding, "but I'm sure I don't
know anybody that deserves snch a
miracle more than Margaret does."
She stooped to pick up the white folds
still lying on the sheet where they had
fallen. "1 s'pose I might as well take

11 this finery upstairs, whose ever it is."
she said, and gathering the silk over her
arm went out of the room, sighing under

or Dream, " 1 he ways of 1 rovidence
are wonderful!"

Arthur burst out laughing. " I never
saw any thing like you
people, ne sain. Drowned men might
ie coming back every day. and you
would not forget the washing and bak-
ing. I believe the genuine New-En-

lander takes the marvelous as the rule
of life."

Laura, her humor still somewhat dis
composed, was about to make some
pettish rejoinder, when the door of the
nner room opened, and Mar caret and

her sailor entered. But Margaret's face
was as Laura had never yet seen it in
all her life, and she just stood and gazed
at ner wnnoui a word.

" This Is my little sister Laura. Isn't
it?" said Margaret's companion, ad-

vancing and taking her hand. " I sup-
pose I may kiss you now without fright-
ening you if this gentleman doesn't
object,'' he concluded with a sailor's
half shy boldness, turning toward Arthur,
who smiled permission. "I shouldn't
have come in, I know, in such a rude
way as I did, but a man that's spent

n years slaving among the
savages loses his manners," be continued
with a laugh. " And when I saw yon
sitting there so like the girl I left all
those years ago, I seemed to forget
everything else, somehow." He passed
nis hand over his eyes, then turned
around and smiled a frank smile at
Laura.

" I've come just in time to make mv
wedding-presen- t, it seems," he said with
a sparkle of his black eyes, "and I'll
give you with your consent, sir the
finest dress that ever a pretty girl stood
up to be married in. But that one you
were sewing on when I came in why,
you won't lake it wrong, 1 know, it
say that Margarot, and nobody else,
must wear that lor a wedding dress
It's waited years, like her
ana me, and we three won't part com'
pany in the end."

How lucky that we are near the
same height, Margaret!" said Laura,
glad of some commonplace remark with
which to approach this new, strange
Margaret, whom she seemed to behold
for the first time

Margaret smiled, and putting ber arm
around ber, kissed ber for answer.

" I don't quite know," said Arthur,
holding out his hand to the other with
a laugh. " where to begin to oongratu
late a man who has had hardships and
adventures so completely out 01 my
line, but I wish you happiness with all
my heart."

xbe same to vou," was the answer.
" And I think it's a pretty safe wish for
both of us, considering all things," he
added, looking around at the two girls,
who stood leaning fondly together.

Meanwhue, Aunt uesire,
who did not need that a joy should be
personal, to be able to sympathize in It,
was putting away the weauing-ures-

smoothing down its folds with soft
touches, while she murmured reveren-
tiallv

"The ways of Providence are myste
rious, and past findin' out " Examiner
and LhronwU.

How Locomotive Engineers Lose Their
Nerve.

A maw talks as easily at the rate of
sixty miles an hour as he does at an or-
dinary afternoon dinner pace, and s
veteran railroad man who sat with his
feet cocked on an adjoining chair, on
the Ohio and Mississippi fast train Sat-
urday, let his recollections and gossip
flow entertainingly to a Courier Journal
reporter.

"Ever In a smash-u- p P" asked the
veteran laconically.

"Never!"
" That accounts for yourlack of nerv

ousness.' A child nevor dreads the fire
until he is burned, and so it is with every
kind of danger. There are two classes
of engineers, who are knewn on the
road as ' good runners ' and bad run-
ners.' A good runner is always sent
out with special trains and in other
cases where fast time is to be made. He
is an engineer who knows the rood and
his engine, and will gauge the speed by
the quality of the track, taking a good
many chances on safety. I know one of
these fellows, who was regarded as the
coolest and bravest man in the business,
He would take a lightning special as
safely through as another would 1

freight. One dark night he was haul
ing the night express around a curve
like a meteor. A tree had been blewn
across the track by a storm, and he ran
upon it before it could be seen. The
train was smashed and he was badly
hurt. He got well in time, and took his
place at work, but lost it, and he could
not get a passenger train on any road.
The accident killed his ' nerve,' and he
couldn't take a train through on even
schedule time. He was always lagging
and behind time. That is the fate of
great many. A bad accident to a fast
train nearly always spoils a good en
cineer."

" They are always in danger," said
the reporter.

" Yes ; If there's an accident thoy are
almost sure to be killed. They go
throngh life on faith and good luck.
One day, several years ago, I went for
a day's hunting in the country, and
made arrangements for an engine to be
Bent for me at seven o'clock. It came,
and, with three of us aboard, started
make the run of twenty-fiv- e miles an
hour ahead of the regular train. We

ot out a mile or two and the headlight
ickered and went down. The engine

was stooped and the lantern was tink
ercd with, and we started again. We ran
a few miles, and had to stop and tinker
with the confounded lamp again. This
time it wont out clear, and to our hor
ror we discovered that the regular trai
was within five minutes of us, and
there was no side-trac- k near. It was
as dark as original chaos, not a star out,
The engineer started carefully, worked
the throttle out gradually, and, oil
us clinging to the cab for dear lifo, tho
race began. For all that we could see
it was a plunge into space. The engin
snorted and rolled, and fairly flew along
the track, until the welcome light of the
home vards fell upon us. We had run
thirteen miles upon pure faith in nine

I minutes, and the regular train was an
hour and forty minutes behind time

" That was a close shave on luckP"
"Yes: I don't want to ride under

pressure again." Louisville.
Journal.

Mrs. Mary Jane Ko.ki.i.k, of Oawo

go, N. Y., died at the age of 105 years
ana seven monins. 0110 wua mo Bmm
wife of Peter Kozello, whom she mar
ried seventv-on- e veara ago, and who

if died in 1861. nged 110. She has borna
him fifteen children.

e
Shins are expected to enter

open Polar Sea by tho Howguto.

FOREIGN GOSSIP.

TifK clerical party in Italy have do
ubled to participate in municipal eloc-'io-

to test their strength in view of
future political elections.

Tug Czar Is the only crowned wid- -

wer and Victoria the only crowned
widow among the potentates. Alfonso
tna Christine of hpain are the youngest
wedded couple; William and Augusta
of (ierniany the eldest.

Kmoj IliiHHP.KT reproach his cour
tiers who are profound adept in all the
arts of Italian cunning, for never letting
bim know the truth, which he only finds
our through some poor petitioner
bold enough to approach him through
the circle of flatterers.

A DUF.t, with swords has been fought
on the Belgian frontier between M. Le
Pclletior of the ifof d'Onlre newspaper
of Paris, and M. Vilar, formerly of the
Uauiou. 1 he latter was wounded twice

in the forearm and in the shoulder.
Tn change of Government obliges

the Duchess of Wellington to resign her
keys as Mistress of the ltobes. Her

roce nas hem tne position tor twenty
years, with but a short Interval, and
will now be succeeded by the Duchess
of Westminster.

The remains of two celebrated Portu
guese Vasco De (jama, who discovered
the Cape of Good Hope route to India,
and Camoens, the poet who celebrated
many of the discoverer's achievements

were recently removed from the vault
in which they have rested so long to a
monastery, and the occasion was made
one of great public ceremonial through
out rortugai.

A hatioxal memorial, the result of
sixpenny contributions, has jnst been
erected in Woolwich Cemetery to the
memory of those who perished in the
wreck of the Princess Alice in Septem
ber, 1878. It will be remembered that
there were about 700 men, women and
children on board, and it is supposed
that 650 were lost. Of these, 1W were
buried near where the monument is
erected. More than 2:1,000 persons con-
tributed to this memorial.

The Marchioness Tseng, wife of the
Chinese Ambassador to England, is a
petite, plump, rather pretty person,
whose almond eyes have a dreamy ex-

pression, and whose dark hair is almost
concealed by a jeweled cap. She is a
graceful hostess, and a picturesque one,
too, as she always wears her national
robes, made of exquisitely embroidered
silks. The Marquis is a man forty-tw- o

years old, and an accomplished scholar,
taking a lively interest in art, science
and industry.

Elephants Taking a Bath.

The wallowing of half a dozen ele
phants in the Frog Pond this morning
was the wondrous sight that will long
be remembered by the thousands of

of all ages and conditions who
thronged the knolls in the vicinity. The
picturesque strangers from India and
Africa were not less delighted. They
seemed to quaff the Cochituate and
sport in its waves with as much gusto as
if they were reveling in some remote
tributary of the Ganges or the Nile In
their native jungles. Seen at a little
distance the huge gray back of the
tropical beasts loomed up like Cape Ann
rocks at the head of the pond. At first
they stood almost motionless, but as the
reality of the treat and their liberty
came to be fully believed in they grew
quite demonstrative, and willing not
only to wet their "overalls," but to lie
down and roll all except the venerable
leader, who seemed to nave something
akin to a religious respect, like a ikir
of India, for the ancient dirt on his
shoulders, and carried it back to his
tent unprofaned by the ablution.
The younger elephants trumpeted,
curved up their trunks, stuck out
their tails straight as pokers, as in the
pictures of elephant combats, and finally
stooped down and buried their immense
heads under the water, there remaining
so long that people who did not see the
tips of their trunks above the Burface
thought they were drowning. Two of
them got to twining their trunks one
rouna tne otner, so as to onng tneir
flabbv lips into a clumsy osculation.
For tho moment the show business was
forgot, and the proboscidians returned
to their native sports and yet not
wholly forgot, for one degenerate young
ster of the herd went round the plashj
margin of the pond holding up the end
of his trunk like a contribution box for
the apples and peanuts of the small boy
who was on hand in his nsual force on
such occasions. After some enterprising
photographer had secured several pic
tures of the bathing monsters, they de
murely followed their trainer and 1

calico horse from the circus back U:

their tents, adding, no doubt, the grate
ful testimony of denizens of two more
grand divisions of the globe that Boston
Common is the most beautiful spot in
the world. Direct descendants of some
of the first families of the Garden ol
Eden, they ought to know. JJosto).

Iratucript.

A Ficticious Fly.
a It seems that there is a fly that to the

ordinary observer appears a bee. The
resemblance is so close that men have
been known to wildly flee across the
country and beat the air with their hats,
to escape one of those insects. But the
fly differs from the bee in two respects
r irst, it can not mane a man minx 1

hot poker has been rammed into him
In fact it is perfectly harmless. The
second peculiarity is that it has onlv
two wings, instead of four, as has the
bee. It is by this peculiarity that scien
lists distinguish the fly irom the bee,
and it was the delight of Professor
Swine, whenever be saw one of these
flies, to announce that he was a bee
charmer, and capturing the fly, to hold
it and put it in his mouth to show that
it wouldn't sting him. He tried this
once or twice 011 young Griff, and then
the latter, who didn't believe in the
charming power studied tbe matter up
The next Jay he Invited the Professor to
his room, and soon the latter saw one of

those flies on the window. 1 be J
fessor saw that it had only two

of wings and declared he'd charm the bee,
and quickly grabbing it, suddenly clap-
ped it into his mouih before it could
bite, had it been a bee. Then tho wild
yell he gave nearly brought down the
plastering. He clawed at bis mouth and
rolled madly upon the floor and sput-
tered and made a Gehenna of a noise.
The way he rolled and squirmed and
kicked was frightful. Finally he got
the fly out of his mouth, and then he got
up and rau to the water pitcher aud
drank about half a gallon, and then be
tried to swear, but his tongue was so
swollen that he couldn't, and the wild
look in his eyes really soared Gnu. i h
way the Professor pranced about tha
room was a caution, and his aitempU a
profanity were fearful, and finally In

rushed from the room and took ofi
across the fields. He didn't come back
for two days, and by that time Gulf id
sorry that he had pulled two wings on

the that nee ana it'll 11 where mo rroiessoi
would see lim iusect. lioston Vast.

Religious.

THE POOR MAN'S SHEAF.

Jin ssw the whest-fle,l- s watting
All riil'li'n In the sun.

Anil nlrniig snil stHlwsrt reapers
Went hy him. one hy one.
Oh. eoiiM I pesp In hnrvstl
His binrt nmili- hitter cry;
J inn 00 nothlnsl nothing!
Ho weak, ales! am L"

At eve fnlntlnr traveler
Hunk down henlile the doorf

A ery'tsl wnter
Tn ipieneb his thirst he born.

A'ld when. rern-hei- l snd strengthened,
The trsveler went bis war,

Vpim the pour msn 's threshold
A golden wheut-sbea- f lay.

When esme the Fyn1 of hsrrest,
He nrliit. "lihl Master kind.

One l f hsvo to uffi-r-

Hut that I ntd nut fund.
I rave a up of wster

To one sthirst, ami he
Left at my d'mr. In g'lng.

This sbeaf J off nr 'J bee."

Then snlil the Master, softly,
" Well leMeil with this am I;

One of my arucele left It
Wltb tbee, uh be p isi-- by.

Th',u msrsT not theresperi
Upon the harvest nlsin.

Hut he who helps a brother
Hinds sheaves of rlehit trrsln.'

fchen fc. ferortt

Sunday-Scho- Lessons.

THIRD QUARTER.

July Th Crentlon ilea. 1:1-- t:- -
Julr 11 The Ksll and tba

Promle Oen. 3: 1 IS
uir 1ftfnln and Ahe Oen. t: 5

July Z& Tbe (.oveuant with
Noah Oen. ff: a IS

Aug. 1 The 1, all of Abram, Oen. U M.Xl-.-
1 HI

An, a Abram and Ixt Oen. 13:
Aug. 14 AiTainaudMelebize- -

Oen. 14: S

Aug. zfr The dnveturat with
A brain Oen. L':-l- s

Aug. 29 Abraham's Intnrces- - '

slim uen. 10: m--

Sept. 6 Lot's P.seape front
8.. lorn Oen. 1: 1S--

Sept- - lnl of Abraham's
Kslth Oen. St

Pept. 10 lleriewof the l essons.
Sept. 2& Lesson selected by tbe SehooL

Worshiping the Golden Calf.

1 wish to show the suitability of my
subject to this present time. I am sure
it is not out 01 season. ' v ho is on
the Lord's Bide!" let him come to Christ,
and consecrate himself this day to Him.
tor nrst, the worship of the golden ca'I
is pretty general now. Men are es-

teemed according to the amount of
money they possess; indeed, we say a
man is "worth so much." Though that
man may not be worth a pair of old
shoes, yet if be has a big house, a fair
estate and a huge capital, he is said to
be worth so much. Poor little creature!
In many cases his worth might be writ
ten on his thumb nail. It is not the
man that has worth; his house, his
lands and his gold have the worth, bnt
not the man. There is far too much
bowing down and cringing before the
golden calf in all classes of society. No
end of dodges are tried to get a scraping
of the creature's hoofs. Brother, vou
must sooner endure poverty than do a
wrong tiling for the sake ol riches; and
you must learn to value men for what
the are, not for what they have. It
needs not Christianity to tell you that
some of the worthiest, noblest and most
kingly earn their bread by the sweat of
their brow; when you meet them love
and honor them- - On the other hand,
you must know that some of the vilest
of men have at times climbed to high
places of wealth and power. IJo
not cringe to any man, but least
of all bow to a mere money bag. Value
men by their characters, and not by
their positions. God grant that none of
us ever may be found worshiping the
golden calf. Yet to get into society the
meanest things are none. 1 uo not
know what sort of a thing society may
be, but 1 have beard that 11 is a very
wonderful achievement to get into soci
ety; to have the privilege of enjoying
the empty ceremonies and hollow shams
of stupid splendor! To have the privi
lege ol talking to tnose persons wno
spend more on their dress than on their
religion. From what little I do know
of this wonderful thing called society
have felt no ambition to partake in ns
felicities; and yet to get iuto this soci
ety I have seen men fling away their
principles, lorsaKe ineir menus, stiue
their consciences, abandon their church
fellowships and become traitors to their
God. Forsooth they are successful in
business, and hope to rank among the
country families, and so they leave
those who love them to entertain at
lavish cost those who sneer at them.
The Lord save those of you who are
prosperous from being thus degraded.

Bpurgcon.

Inward Strength.

Most people number within the circle
of their acquaintance, or have at some
time been pnvuegea to Know, some
person upon whom the woes and sins
of this world seem to leave no stain.
In sickness or in health, in misfortune
or in joy, in temptation or in
ne8S, this person goes on nis quiet way,
doinc to all who come within his
path, spending his quiet but unfailing
strength in oelplul wonts, anu

undisturbed by a tithe of The
trials and temptations which fall into
the way ol other men ana women.
When we see such a person strong
and and yet of a humble
mind, of the truest spiritual nature,
and utterly free from canting pride
hollow hvpocrisy we are inclined
say thut Le has been blessed more than
the great majority of men, by the pos-
session of a calm and deep spiritual na-

ture, whose cool recesses are for re-

moved from such petty annoyances and
unendurable tempations and trials
follow us. He seems, in fact, filled
do and to endure.

But could we know tbe real spiritual
and moral life of this seemingly excep-
tional person, we should be sure to find
that his nature was like ours, that bis
battles of soul were fierce and long,
nnd that success came to him only after
the bravest struggle and the sincerest
prayer. Natural disjiosition may help
a man to be easy-goin- g and inditlerent,
but it can never help him to be really
noble of soul. That strength of char-

acter which we recognize and revere,
and which some foolishly to luck,
or circumstance, or inherited disposi-

tion, is the mere outward showing
iuward victory, that has come by the
exertion of human strength, aided
Ihe constantly-bosouel- Divine assist-

ance upon w hich every strong soul must
rely, lie who goes throiifih the world
more purely and nobly than other men
does so because lie wills to do so, and
asks God to strengthen his constant ef-

fort. " How much mud and mire,"
says Hawthorne, " how many pools
uuelean water, how many slippery

and perchance heavy tumbles,
might be avoided if we could tread

.e- , . ,1 'j orni.1.1
six inches noove tne orun ui
1 hysically we canuut do this; our bodies
cannot; but it scorns to me thai
hearts and minds may keen themselves
above moral and other dis-

comforts of the soul's pathway." Those
whose hearts and minds en ubove moral

do not esc ipe the
which befouls the feet of others

by reason of any special permission
w:alk on a different plane, hut because

I they have resolutely determined V"t

la Metier to nnlrl tbemsirlves beyond anil '

above the filth and the quicksand tit
life, no matter how constant be the ef-

fort and how hard the struggle.
When we note the lifeof aserene anil

trustful Christian mnn or woman, the)

poorest of all the occupations in which
we may engage M to nunt wr somw
merely external vu for that life, tit
the lino of natural disposition, or of
favoring circumstance, or of accidental
characteristic The jiroper thing for
ns to do is to search, with all diligence,
for the true and Inner source of the ex-

cellence of sucb a life for the hidden
spring of its purity and truth, and thnj
ways and means by which it i made
strong and beautiful. Ot one thing we
may be sure, that every life that really
deserves the name of manly and Chris-
tian ha not earned them by any acci-
dent or series of accidents, but only by
the exercise of all that is best in it, and
by unending contests with fttes without
and within. Whatovor safeguards may
be thrown around innocence and purity
of soul, whatever may be the varying;
circumstances of difieren- lives, we
ought never to forget that sin can steal
into the heart immured antl guarded a
by convent walls; and thnt, on the oth-
er hand, the strength of resolute pur
pose can defend the spirit which is com-
pelled to pass throngh blood and fire,
just as we cannot make ourselves
great poets by imitating Shakespeare's
collar or Dante's hood, so we cannot
increase our strength of soul by noting,
however carefully, the outward de-

meanor of this true man, or the formg
of speech used by that noble woman.
Their example will be worse than use-
less to us so long as we search for out-
ward and accidental mark of the no-
bility which makes their lives notable.
We can only profit by their excclamce
when, having discovered that the are
just nuch men and women as we are,
we begin to put into our own lives the
unquenchable spirit and the undying
effort by which theirs have been up-

built. S. fl. Time.

A Hard Way.

" The way of the transgressor is
hard.'.' Blot it out, if you can. Close
up that book and you will see the evi-
dence of that fact all around you.
There is not a day passes but you can
read in the pages of the daily papers.
' The way of the transgressor is hard."

You go to the Tombs in New York
City, and you will find a little iron
bridge running from the police court
where the men are tried, right into the
cell. I think the New York officials
have not been noted for their piety in
Tour time'and mine, but they hod put '

up there in iron letters on that bridge.
Ihe way ot the transgressor is hard.

They know that is true. Blot it out, if
you can. tioa Aimignty saia it. 11

true. "The way of the transgressor is
bard." On the other side of that
bridge they put these words: "A
Bridge of Sighs." I said to one of the
officers, " What did they put that np
there for?" He said that most of the
young men (for most ol the criminals
are young men lie wicxeu aon t
live out their days" put that in with
it) he said most of tne young men as
they passed over that iron bridge went
over it weeping. So they called it the
Bridge of Sighs. " tt hat made you put
that other there: 'The way of the
transgressor is hard?'" "Well," he
said. ' it is hard. I think, if you had
anything to do with this prison, you
would believe that text, 'The way of
the transgressor is hard.' " D. L.
Moody.

Gems of Thought.

God hears the heart without the
words, but he never hears the words
without the heart.

Man is not born to solve the problem
of tho universe, but to find out what he
has to do; and to restrain himself with-
in the limits of his comprehension.
Goethe.

I It is interesting to notice how largely
the Bible influences the literature of the
day. Its phrases are so telling that they
pass current everywhere. The most
secular of newspapers are liberally
sprinkled with them.

The wealth of Heaven never perishes,
never departs, never ceases, never
brings with it care or envy or blame,
destroys not the body, corrupts not tbe
soul, is without heaps not up
malice all which things attend on
earthly wealth. That honor lifts not
men Into fully, doth not make them
puffed up. never ceases nor is dimmed.
Again, the rest and delight of Heaven
endureth continually; .ever being im- -

movable and immortal, one cannot find
its end or limit. Nothing which comes
to an end is much to be desired; what-
ever ceases, and y is and

is not, though it be verv great, yet
it seems little and contemptible. Then
let us not cling to fleeting things which
slip away and depart, but to those which
are enduring and immovable.

'
Chrysostom.

Pleasure of Wealth.

The prosperous always say, with
grave shakes of the head, that ' money
brings little happiness;" yet they seem,
to enjoy its possession, are proud of it
in various ways, according to charac-
ter,to use it freely as a power, and will
not surrender it without the very tough-
est fighting. A complete surrender of
wealth, of the difference between sub-
sistence and competence or riches, is,
except in a very few eases of religious

as conviction, the rarest of all forms of
to e. So different, indeed, is

the disconsolate talk of the well-to-d- o

from their actual condition that the
world suspects them of a little hypoc-
risy, or of an intention to avert envy
by declaring, what is unquestionably
false, the equality of all earthly condi- - '

tions. "Dives is sad with wealth"
sio-h- the msn with too little, "but how
i wish I bod a touch of bis complaint!"
A few men, indeed, have boldly de-

clared the regrets of wealth to be pre-
tenses, and have asserted, with Macau-la-y,

that every guinea they acquire
gives thsm distinct and appreciable
pleasure. He was the most generous

of of mankind, hut he liked money, and
avowed his liking, as he would have

by avowed a liking lor pleasant bindings
for his books. There was solid truth
iu Mocaulay'8 idea, particulaily as to
earned money; but he put his truth, as
usual, a good deal too broadly, nothing
being ever quite so little complex as he
imagined every thing to be. Very few
men, indeed, part with wealth volun-
tarily,of because vory few have the cour-op--e

to deprive themselves of any faculty
or power they may hereafter want: and
verv few are without that pride in i

which any distinction tends to raise
but we believe tho constant deprecia'
tion of its value in which the well-o-

indulge, is not a hypocrisy. They see,
or many of them "see, f.iilurvi in the
effect of their wealth upon themselves,
ami even directly bud consequences
springing from it', which quite justify
their shakes of the bead, though they

to are slow to expluiu even to themselves
why the apples taste so

'I


